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seemed to be groaning and straining under the press of that dreadful
wind. All the evening the wind roared and thundered and the
tempest grew wilder and more wild, and if damage was done we
could not hear it. Everything was drowned in the roar and thunder
of the storm. The wind howled down the chimney, the room was
full of smoke and every now and then the fire flaught out into the
room in tongues of flame beaten down with a smother of sparks
and smoke.
Monday, 16 December
Dame Matthews used to live at the Home Farm at Langley
Burrell. She was a member of the family, but she must have lived
a long time ago, as Mrs. Banks remarked, because she called cows
Icine'. The Dame used to sit in the chimney cornei and near her
chair there was a little window through which she could see all
down the dairy. One evening she saw one of the farm men steal
a pound of butter out of the dairy and put it into his hat, at the same
moment clapping his hat upon his head.
'John/ called die Dame. 'John, come here. I want to speak to
you.' John came, carefully keeping his hat on his head. The Dame
ordered some ale to be heated for him and bade him sit down in
front of the roaring fire. John thanked his mistress and said he would
have the ale another time, as he wanted to go home at once.
'No, John. Sit you down by the fire and drink some hot ale.
'Tis a cold night and I want to speak to you about the kine.'
The miserable John, daring neither to take off his hat nor go
without his mistress's leave, sat before the scorching fire drinking
his hot ale till the melting butter in his hat began to run down all
over his face. The Dame eyed him with malicious fun. 'Now,
John/ she said, 'you may go. I won't charge you anything for the
butter.'
Tuesday, New Years Eve
My Mother says the old Langley people always used to say that
the Langley Burrell bells rang these words, 'My cow's tail's long, my
cow's tail's long.'

